This is worth writing about. It’s indelible in my mind, but that is a conflict in 
terms: the mind at my age is entirely delible, its terminus a quo predictable 


acuarily! So here it is: 


Saturday night’s sleep was restless in prospect of Sunday’s sermon, which was 
on a very tough text. I rose just before five thirty and stepped out the front 
door to smell the freshness of the day. I had managed to mow the front yard 
between the showers of the last week and in the slanting yellow light of early 
dawn, the lawn looked like the palace park. Looking toward the pine and 
cedar hedge, against that dark green background and fromed by two trees, 
looking at me from no more than 75 feet away, was a young buck deer, 
perhaps in his second or third year. The pose was one no artist could capture. 
The coat was taut and tawny tan, with just a slight hint of red. The shoulders 
were taut-muscled beneath the perfectly sleek and shining coat, the hips slim 
and tensed to spring. The body language in that tensed and motionless 
moment seem to radiate coiled and youthful virility. We looked at each other 
for possibly ten seconds until that magnificent animal's tight-wound energy 
was sprung and he was away. | like to think he was my own younger self and 


in that ten seconds, something significant passed between us. 


